












>. ww 








on 
. 











4 
$ 















( 
2D 


\, 
=" 
) 





77S 
\\ 











‘ 

4 

7 
4 


O 















fo 
4a 





Or- 
ee 











ete 
WR * 
2 


| 














\ 
o, 
Red 






4 *, 


|: 








eee 











on O-—__ 


Vou. LXVI. 

















Fun Week by Week. 
By THE PARTY ON THE Spor, 


Wednesday.—Had a regular “day with the drama.” Matinéed at 
the Haymarket with the Conservative delegates, rushed off to Canter- 
terbury and saw the ‘“ Conversion of England,” by S. Augustin, done 
at St. Margaret’s Hall, and back to rollick with actors and actresses 
at the first Covent Garden Carnival Ball of the season. The latter 
got up as on board a man-o’-war, the gathering, therefore, very 
deck-orous. 


I composed the following s— 


RIPE FOR MORE. 


When English morals called for blame 
(Or so it’s been asserted), 

The gentle Saint Augustin came 
And England was converted, 

So when I think of all our bad, 
Our bumptious and disgustin’, 

I seem to think it’s time we had 
Another Saint Augustin. 


Thursday.—Turned into the Fine Art Society's Galleries at 148, 
New Bond Street, was taken all round Jerusalem by Mr. Harry 
Harper’s drawings of that city—then took a turn in Normandy and 
srittany, “‘ personally conducted ”’ by Mr. B.S. Hopwood, A.R.W.S. 
(a really wonderful sketcher), in the same manner. After that to 
Norwich to see some more pictures—“ perfect pictures ’’—of fat 
Stock at the show there. Spent the afternoon (and a little spare 
cheque or so) at the Theatrical Fund matinée at Drury Lane. 


Friday.—Had a rather busy day. Over to Corunna and helpep 
Spain welcome General Wailer—I beg pardon, Weyler—back from 
defeat in Cuba. Spain’s welcome enthusiastic—easily understood, 
too; as long as the General is in Spain he can’t be defeated in 
Cuba any more. Got away as soon as possible to welcome the 
Prince and Princess Charles of Denmark to dear old Eng- 
land, assisted by a deputation of fog. Next, ran over to 
Australia and gave “Stoddart’s lot’? an encouraging word on 
their match against the Newcastle Eighteen. Then to the 
Stanley Cycle Show, and after that to the American ditto 
(Americans not being admitted to the Stanley) at the Westminster 
Aquarium. In the evening had a few minutes at the Imperial 
Institute, and heard some of Mr. Jackson’s lecture on Franz 
Joseph land again. Then off to the ‘‘ Wasps”? at Cambridge (very 
cleverly done!) Then I had to rush off to the great fire in the City. 
An apdalling blaze, but “‘ thanks be” no lives lost. 
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The Canterbury show set me thinking, though ; and 
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A VALUABLE RECRUIT. 


This dire and devastating blaze 
Which raged within the city, 
Calls forth emotions of amaze 
And charity and pity. 
But when the thing is past and gone 
This fact one plainly traces 
The elements have taken on 
The craze for ‘‘ open spaces.”’ 


Saturday.—Just peeped in at Professor Crossack and his pupils 
having Hamlet all to themselves at the Lyceum, and passed the 
rest of the time on the river in one of those new electric-towed 
boats, My ‘tower’’ was a swan, but you can have them in any 
shape you like, I believe—dolphins, mermaids, horses—-donkeys, 
too, I dare say. 


Monday.—Just saw that they opened the Royal Commission on 
Water properly, and left them to their own way of finding out what 
we all know perfectly well already, and came away. Heard at the 
club that the Hyman-Montagus ‘whoever they may be) had parted 
with their last coin. Was going to sympathise, when I was stopped 
by the information that they had obtained some £56,000 for them. 
Heard Sir Squire Bancroft read the ‘‘ Christmas Carol” at Portman 
Rooms. 


Tuesday.—Saw the G.O.M. safely up from Hawarden to London 
on his way to Cannes. Attended a meeting of Amalgamated Rail- 
way Servants (disguised as a discontented stoker) at Birmingham. 
Had a look in also at a very different meeting at the Economic 
Hall, Adelphi Terrace—Mrs. Creighton and the Women’s Industrial 
Council conferring on the evils of home work for women and 
children. Then had a look (at Agnew’s) at the new collection of 
Old Masters till dinner-time. Dined with the Plumbers’ Company 
in the Saddlers’ Hall, and reflected how members of both trades 
had made me raw. Finished with the Foreign Dogs (which doesn’t 
mean larky non-Britons) at the Aquarium. 


GIVING TONGUE, 


Oh, dogs of all nations have taken up stations 
(With friends and relations they come— 
Danes, China-chaps, Frenchies, and Dutchies) on benches 
At Westminster Aq-uari-um ; 
While some are innately abnormally stately, 
And some are excitable (young), 
Exclusive or larking, I notice their barking 
Is couched in my own native tongue, 
THE Sporrer. 


Norice.—The Editor will not be answerable for any contributions, artistic or literary, spontaneously sent in No contributions can be returned 
unless accompanied by a stamped and addressed envelope. 


No. 1,699. 
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Squire.—“ How is it you never hunt nowadays, Wuzzle?” 


Farmer.—‘“ Well, us poor farmers has started a new sport these ‘ard times! 


from the door !”’ 


“Fun” in Earnest. 
WHAT HE THINKS OF THINGS IN GENERAL. 


WHAT can one say about the great fire except to thank one’s 
lucky stars it wasno worse? There has been a pretty universal 
outcry against English methods of fighting fire—not against the 
men, of course, they are recognised as being at least the equal of 
any in the world—but against the mechanical appliances, which 
are said to be fifty years behind those used in Montreal and New 
York, and less up-to-date even than those in Berlin. If this be so, 
avery heavy responsibilty rests on the shoulders of the powers 
that be. 

26 * 


There are many other places in the City that offer equal, if not 
greater, facilities to the ‘‘ devouring element.’’ Are we going to wait 
till the flames come to clear them out and endanger, not only 
human lives, but great portions of the Metropolis, or will compul- 
sory powers be sought, if they are not already possessed, by the 
authorities and put into action? Surely it is better to spend some 
hundreds of thousands of pounds in putting our houses in order 
rather than waste millions by immolating them upon the altar of 
the fire fiend. For then, not only are the dangerous buildings 
themselves sacrificed, but other innocent and properly-constructed 
edifices also. 

a ~ * 

One of the sensations of the week has been the “ frustrated 
marriage’ at Kensington, where the clergy refused to marry a 
gentleman who had divorced his wife. It is all very well for the 
Daily Telegraph to. be virtuously indignant with the clergy for 
interfering with the law of the land, but there is certainly another 
ide tothe question. The point as to the desirability of a divorced 
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‘Stead o’ huntin’ the fox, we tries keepin’ the wolf 





all. But so long as the words, ‘‘ Whom God hath joined together 
let no man put asunder,” remain in the Marriage Service of the 
Church of England, how can a minister of that church re-marry 
a@ man or woman who certainly have been sundered by human 
means, without making himself and his church utterly illogical 
and ridiculous ? 

* 7 * 

By canonical law, the divorcé or divorcée is still married, and to 
marry them again would be for the minister to aid and abet 
ecclesiastical bigamy. The Roman Catholic Church is admirably 
logical in this respect, and refuses absolutely to re-marry a divorced 
person, and it has no stronger ground for its refusal than the 
Anglican Church. By all means let divorced persons re-marry, that 
is the law of the land; but they should be content with a civil 
ceremony with which the law provides them. They should not 
expect the Church to stultify itself by saying one thing with its 
lips and meaning another thing in its heart. 








Mr. Stoddart’s Team of Cricketers. 
THREE cheers for Stoddart, he’s made a good start! 

I bet you that Druce will punish balls “loose ”’ ; 

And swift Richardson, he quite ‘‘ takes the bun ’’; 
Then as to McLaren, he’s score’s seldom barren ; 

And as to Hayward, he’s Al on the sward; 

With bat oft does Mason make fielders put pace on ; 
And then there’s Wainwright oft “in the first flight ”’ ; 
And Prince Ranjitsinhji with hits is not stingy; 

Then don’t forget Hearne, who praise oft does earn ; 
And, as regards Storer, there’s no better scorer; 

We all know that Board’s a good ‘un; and, lord! 
There’s great little Briggs, who makes us dance jigs 

At his skill ; and Hirst, not oft ‘‘ at his worst ”’ ! 
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The White Slaves of 
England. 


(In a police-court case it transpired 
that a woman was paid threepence a 
dozen for making white shirts!) 


O SHADE of Hood arise! 
Again sing of dim eyes, 

Of fingers stiff with ache, 

Of brain but half-awake, 

Of woman, pale and lean, 
Made into a machine ; 

Of Hunger with bowed head, 
Of life frail as a thread! 


To think such things should be 
In England, vaunted ‘ free’’! 
Will no one heed the cry 

Of those who needle ply ? 

Of white slaves doomed to grind 
Their lives away ; to blind 
Their darkening, straining sight 
Till all around is night! 


To think God’s noblest work 

Should bear what beasts would 
shirk !— 

A life of ceaseless pain, 

Of sighs for help in vain ; 

With mind stretched on the rack, 

With aching, toil-bent back, 

With rags, and want, and dirt— 

One’s life merged in a’shirt !— 

To be hopeless, and crave 

But one thing—that the grave! 


The Palmist and His 
Pounds. 


(At the Westminster County Court, a 
defendant, who appeared on a judgment- 
summons, described himself as a palmist, 
and said he made about £20 per week in 
the season and £15 now. | 


A handy way to get your bread— 

To palm off this and that on folks ; 
I wish my lines were so, instead 

Of turning out verses and jokes ! 


A Small Boat. 


Very Stowt Old Lady (affrightedly).— 
“Oh, Mr. Boatman! Do you think the 
boat is safe ?”’ 

Boatman. — ‘Well, marm, if yer 
would kindly puspire a little more, per- 
haps it ’ud be safer.”’ 





Sharp. 

He (reproachfully).—‘‘I know I am 
only a ‘ rough diamond,’ but why did you 
cut me yesterday ?”’ 

She.—-* Well, a rough diamond must 
be cut.” 




















To a Lady Advertiser. 
Sweet ‘“‘ Myra,”—I am charmed to read 
Your lauding of your ‘ cooking,” 
And it is primest joy, indeed, 
To know you are “good-looking.” 
My hair is ‘‘ dark”; beyond a doubt 
My beauty is effectual ; 
I'm up to all the wheezes out, 
Which shows me “ intellectual.” 


[’m lonely on this earthly ball, 
I feel it would be heaven 


To wed a maid “ refined and tall,”’ 


And onl 


vy ** twenty-seven 


me 


She.—‘‘ Oh, how lovely!” = ike i 
He (joyfully, thinking she is referring to his picture).—‘* Do you really like i 




















She (referring to a dress).—‘‘ I never saw anything so lovely.” 


(And in the evening she asked him J.ow at was they had not seen his picture.) 
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If “ energy "’ would bring you joy, 

And ‘‘ temperance "’ you're requiring, 
‘“ Mvra,” ‘tis patent, I'm the boy 

Your soul is most desiring. 


I will be game to fill your hive 
With pure connubial honey, 

[f you, on your part, will contrive 
One trifling item—-money. 


Farewell. Ere long in wedded bliss 
Our future we'll commingle. 
Permit sour slave to waft a kiss. 


‘ ALPRED JINGLE.’ 
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MUNICIPAL DECENTRALISATION.—THE RATEPAYER’S SALVATION. 


Local affairs are better administered by local men, and the establishment of separate municipalities will appeal to the substantial local 
man rather than to the professional politician, who makes the County Council a training ground for a Parliamentary career. 


Spoking His Wheel. 


KAISER WILLIAM (in his best commercial 
manner) :— 


PERMIT me, sir, to let you see 
The samples I have brought, 
For better goods, 'twixt you and me, 
Can't possibly be bought. 
My bayonets of German stee] 
Have met with approbation, 
My rifles, too—lI often feel, 
Were made to whip creation ! 


My swords are weapons, I should say, 
To make the foemen fly 
You can’t do better anyway, 
Those swords you ought to buy. 
I've also cartridges galore, 
Our stock is most extensive, 
They'd suit you I am pretty sure, 
They are not too expensive. 


ABDUL !— 


Well, really, now you speak of it, 
Your terms are very fair— 

I'll take—h'm—let me think a bit— 
As much as you can spare. 

Say swords—well—to prepare for strife 


LA7,..°1) . } sace 7. ' 
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(Enter Austrian traveller.) 


Good day, sir! You are looking pale— 
[ trust you are not ill— 
I also trust you will not fail 
To pay this little bill. 
Time? Time I cannot, sir, allow, 
For all your special pleadings, 
You'd really better settle now, 
Before I take proce edings. 
(Abdul reluctantly settles bill. Exit 
Austrian.) 


ABDUL :— 


Five thousand dozen now must do— 
Dear, dear! how money goes 

When one has an account or two 
And pays it through the nose. 

But you've some other samples there, 
I'll take my * Alfred Davy,” 

You see, I’ve also to prepare 
A far more useful navy. 


WILLIAM (producing sample ship) :— 


Permit me, sir; now here’s a ship, 
Observe it’s strength and speed— 

For war or for a pleasure trip, 
She’s all that you will need. 

She’s armoured o’er from deck to keel, 
And fit for martial duty 


Observe the splendid German steel ! 
ty ‘4 } } + 


The price, to you, is very low— 
In fact, as one may say, 

To make our manufactures “ go”’ 
We're giving ships away. 

Give me the orders for your fleet, 
And I’ve a strongish notion, 
With you no nation will compete, 
In fact, you’ll rule the ocean. 


ABDUL :— 
Yes, yes! That ship will suit the Turk, 
I think I'll take a score— 
And if I find they do their work, 
I’1l have a dozen more. 
Dear, dear! You make them all yourself, 
I think you said, in Prussia ? 
For love of glory, not of pelf— 
But—h’m—the Czar of Russia ! 
(Enter the Czar.) 


CZAR :— 
H’m—buying toys? Destructive toys! 
This really will not do— 
You'd make such a confounded noise, 
I couldn’t live near you. 
No, Abdul—sorry—not for me— 
No, Abdul—not until 
You've paid in that indemnity 
To clear this little Bill! 
(Presents bill. Abdul and William 
gaze blankly at each other.) 


(Curtain.) 
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SPOKING HIS WEEEL. 


TURK (LOQ.)—“I MUSTN’T BUY YOUR WAR MATERIAL. HE'LL MAKE ME PAY UP IF I DO. BESIDES, 
I'VE JUST HAD TO MEET THAT LITTLE MERSINA BILL, AND I'M SHORT OF READY MONEY!” 


(For Cartoon Verses see page 172.) 














































































FUN. 


e 


NOvEMBER 30, 1897: 





—— x 




















aE ne ome. 


, The Trials of Miss Anastasia Penn. 
No. 5.—A LUCKY ESCAPE.” 


Tue two men faced each other like a couple of duellists waiting 

the word to fire. The ‘‘ Rev.” Mr. Kodem, cool and collected, though 

inwardly condemning himself for his unlucky slip, and Aubrey 
Plantagenet Jenkins, boiling over with righteous fliiatlen. 

















“What's THE GAME?” 


‘‘ Why, you infamous welsher!’’ Aubrey exclaimed at last. ‘‘ How 
dare you come here sponging on Miss Penn like this? I know you 
well enough now. You are ‘ Little Teddy Tidd,’ the Epsom black- 
leg. Refund the money my aunt has given you, or I'll instantly 
hand you over to the police.” 

“Gently! gently!” said Mr. Kodem, softly. ‘I forgive your 
hasty words, as becomes me. Youth was ever rash, and prone to 
judge by appearances, but if you speak so loudly Miss Penn may 
hear you.” 

‘And [intend she shall,” roared Aubrey. ‘‘Do you think I'd 
allow my aunt to be robbed of the money that is to come to me, 
when I can bring a dozen witnesses to prove you've been a turf 
blackleg ? "’ 

‘‘Ah! my dear young friend,” replied Mr. Kodem, casting up his 
eyes. “It’s not what we were, it’s what we are. There are many 
pitfalls for the unwary, and happy is he who, like myself, can 
scramble out again.” 

‘Oh! that’s the card you are going to play is it, you canting 
humbug? Little Teddy Tidd, the reformed bookie. Ha! ha!”’ 

‘‘ Yes, dear young sir. It’s astonishing how respectable one card 
makes you if played properly, but three—however well handled— 
will make you an outcast.”’ 

‘‘ Respectable! That's a matter, as far as we are concerned, for 
rod aunt to decide,” said Aubrey Plantagenet, moving towards the 
oor. 

“Tf wonder what auntie will say when she hears where her loving 
nevvy goes for the annual school treat,’’ said Mr. Kodem quietly. 
‘So nice of you to help the poor children, dear! Ha! ha! We're 
all agoin’ to Epsom to spend a ‘appy day!” 

Aubrey turned pale. The shaft, at random sent, struck dead 
home ; for it was true. 

‘* Look here, Tidd!"’ he said, coming back, ‘‘I don’t want to be 
too.bard on you. What's the game? And how much do you 
want?” 

“A century! my boy, or the niggers get the lot, but hush! Let 
us dissemble! as they say in theplay. She cometh!” 

Miss Penn bustled into the room, followed by Dobbins, carrying a 


| tray, on which were ginger wine and biscuits 


“Oh! Mr. Kodem,” she said, “ I hope you've given Aubrey a good 
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you partake of a little light refreshment before you go? I assure 
you the wine is a non-intoxicant.” 

The ‘‘ Rev."’ Mr. Kodem, née Teddy Tidd, shuddered. 

‘*Tt’s the one drawback in the profession,’’ he muttered. 

“How very thoughtful of you, Miss Penn,” he said aloud. 
“ But I fear the pernicious effects of ginger wine. I might take 
just one little glass if you think there is no danger of inebriation.”’ 

‘It’s all right, Mr. Kodem,” said Aubrey. ‘It’s almost as harm- 
less as whisky.” 

“Don’t be coarse, Aubrey,” said Miss Penn. ‘ Pray forgive him ; 
he’s but a boy, and will show you more respect when he knows you 
better.” 9 

Aubrey laughed, and Mr. Kodem moved towards the window, 
uttering a very unclerical exclamation as he glanced out. 

‘‘ My dear madam,” he said flurriedly, ‘“‘ you have some visitors I 
think coming up the garden path. I am rather shy with strangers. 
So if you will permit me I will fetch the few pamphlets I have in 
the hall for you and take my departure.” And suiting the action to 
the word he scurried out, just as a loud knock was sounded on the 
street door. 

“I'm not ‘at home,’ Dobbins,’’ said Miss Penn as her domestic 
passed the door. 

‘Oh! If you please, Miss,” said Dobbins, a few moments later, 
“Tt’s two gentlemen, and will you please be ‘at home’”’ for five 
minutes, as their business is important ? ”’ 

‘* What a cheek!’ said Aubrey. 

** Be quiet! Aubrey. It may be some poor fellows who require 
my assistance. Show them in, Dobbins.”’ 

“Sorry to trouble you, lady,” said one of the men appearing 
behind Dobbins, ‘‘ but we are police officers, and are in search of a 
man of bad repute who has lately been sailing too near the wind, 
victimising the public generally, and we have traced him here.”’ 

“TIT think you must be mistaken, gentlemen,” said Miss Penn, 
rather nervously. ‘‘ Will you please excuse me—I have a visitor ?’’ 

* And that visitor? ”’ persisted the man. 

“Is the Rev. Mr. Kodem, secretary to the Society for Pro- 
viding 

“That's near enough. Get round to the back, Jem. Is the 
gentleman here now, madam ?”’ 

‘Yes! You must have passed him in the hall.” 

‘“‘Oh!’’ said Dobbins, who had lingered. ‘‘If you want the 
clerical gent, you'll find him in the garden. He comes downstairs 
just as I was answering your knock. ‘My good girl,’ he says, 
‘your mistress has visitors, so I’ll just walk round the garden, and 
commune with nature until they are gone.’ ”’ 
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“ COMMUNING WITH NATURE.” 


‘* Sold again, by Jingo! ” exclaimed the detective. 
“Shall I send for Mr. Kodem?” said Miss Penn, mistaking the 
nan's meaning. ‘‘He may be able to throw some light on the 
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_ “I daresay he could, but, unfortunately, he must have eaught 
sight of us coming up the path, and will be miles away by this 
time ; working someone else perhaps.” 

‘Why, you don’t mean to say —” gasped Miss Penn. 

‘“‘Ido,mum. What's he diddled you for?” 

‘*T beg your pardon ?” 

‘‘ Did you give him any money ?” 

‘ ‘Yes, £2 for his society. I was quite deceived,” said poor Miss 
Penn. ‘He spoke about his family connections, and said laugh- 
ingly that he was really rather a swell.” 

“ He is! madam. A king of swells, king of the swell-mob. Sorry 
I wasn’t in time to save you being fleeced. Better luck next time. 
Good morning, mum.” 

‘ Aubrey!” said Miss Penn, as soon as the detective had been 
ushered out. ‘To-morrow I shall want your help. My home 
philanthropy has been a failure. It has brought too many dis- 
reputable people round me. I will go into the wilds of Camberwell 
and find a subject for myself, and you shal! accompany me. It’s 
some consolation to think that you were as completely deceived as 
Iwas. He took you in, did he not ?” y 

" He did, indeed, auntie, dear,’ said Aubrey, unblushingly. 
‘* But, he continued, sotto voce, “my deception took place at 
Epsom last Spring meeting.” 
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Waftings from the Wings. 


THERE is a charming new Perichole at the Garrick Theatre, Miss 
Florence St. John having to retire from the cast to rehearse in the 
revival of The Grani Duchess at the Savoy. Mr. Helen Bertram, 
who is to play the Prince in Mr. Oscar Barrett’s pantomime of 
Cinderella, has now undertaken the réle, and she acts charm- 


ingly, has a sweet voice, and is good to look upon. Miss 
Bertram is a popular American comic opera artiste, and 
she has made a most promising debiit among us. La Perichol 


remains a highly delightful entertainment. The music improves 
with every rehearsing, its melodies are enchanting. The comedians 
have worked up the fun until the opera is one long laugh. Mr. 
John le Hay is a big bunch of humour in himself, he keeps the 
house ina roar; Mr. Fred Kaye,-also, is excruciatingly whimsical. 
His ‘‘ door-mat act’’ is as laughable as anything I have seen. 


Early news of Drury Lane pantomime is to hand. It is to be the 
most gorgeous show ever given at the Lane, and it is also to be 
essentially funny, and a children’s entertainment. Mr. Dan Leno 
and Mr. Herbert Campbell are the Babes; Mr. Warden, the Wicked 
Uncle; Messrs. Griftinand Dubois, the Robbers; Miss Ada Blanche, 
the Prince. 

The first scene is a children’s nursery; the second, the sporting 
tipster’s office of the uncle; the Prince’s courtyard follows this; 
then comes the fair, with all the fun of it; then the robbers’ 
garden, leading by panorama deeper and deeper into the wood till 
it arrives at the enchanted glade, thence to the land of growing 
mushrooms, on to a forest, ending with the valley of orchids, one of 
the big scenes of the pantomime. 

In part two the babes have grown up; the first sceneis a sporting 
club, the next a kitchen, and the third shows us a comical horse 
race; then we are introduced to an up-to-date flat, and the last scene 
of all the coronation of the Prince, which is to be the most magnifi- 
cent thing ever done at Drury Lane. 

Sir Henry Irving will probably re-open the Lyceum with Peter 
the Great on January Ist. 

Mr. H. V. Esmond is writing a new play for the Comedy Theatre, 
and this in spite of the denunciations of the greatest of Great 


Scotts! 
(JOSSAMER. 


Miss Helen Bertram is now playing the part of La Perichole at 
the Garrick. 

As to the commencement of the two great London pantomimes, 
Cinderella at the Garrick and The Babes in the Wood at Drury 
Lane, the first performance of Cinderella will be given on Boxing 
morning, so as to give holiday makers the chance of attending the 
performance at Drury Lane on Boxing night. 


One of the engagements for Mr. Oscar Barrett's fairy pantomime, 
Cinderella, at the Garrick Theatre, is that of Miss Dan Leno, 
daughter of the celebrated comedian, who will play the Fairy of the 
Slipper. 

By command, Jolly’s Cinématographe and Taffary’s Wonderful 
Dogs, now at the Empire Theatre, appeared at Windsor Castle last 
Tuesday evening, and performed before Her Majesty. The Empire 
Orchestra, conducted by Mons. Wenzel, was in attendance and gave 
selections during the entertainment. 





A fine collection of Juno cycles will be on view at the National 
Cycle Show, Crystal Palace (December 3rd to 11th). In the Centre 
Transept, Stand No. 196, will be seen the new Juno models, 
improved and perfected up to date, for 1898, which will be built on 
the same admirable lines as in the past, particularly the Juno 
Lady’s Safety, with its graceful outline and marvellous weight, 
27lb. ; the Diamond Juno Light Roadster, reducing the width of 
tread ; the Juno Safety, No. 11, for heavy-weight riders, with its 
record season of golden opinions. The new pattern for 1898 is the 
acme of strength and lightness. The Juno Diamond for boys and 
the juvenile drop-frame pattern for girls continue to command full 
popularity. The Juno Tricyle for 1898 will be noticeable for its 
reduced weight. 


The Christmas number of the Western Weekly News contains 
56 large pages of stories and illustrations, and is published at the 
marvellously low price of one penny. This is the fifth year of 
publication—a certain indication that the public rig tp an g 
appreciate these cheap special issues. The stories are all by well- 
known writers, among whom we note Mary A. Dickens. 


‘‘ Holloway’s Almanac and Family Friend for 1898” is a useful 
medical guide for the household, as it contains practical information 
relative to bodily health. The illustrations indicate the worlds 
sports, and the articles thereon are very entertaining. A copy can 
be had by sending a halfpenny stamp to Mr. Holloway, 78, New 
Oxford Street. 


A memoir of the late Barney Barnato, written by Harry 
Raymond, has just been published by Isbister and Company 
Limited, of Tavistock Street, W.C. The volume is interestingly 
readable, and the portraits enhance its perusal. The portrait facing 
the title page is faithful, and is reminiscent of the last occasion upon 
which I saw him, at the first performance of Cymbeline at the 
Lyceum. 

Mr. Fisher Unwin’s latest publication, ‘‘ Reveries ofa Paragrapher,’ 
is disappointing. The author, in imitation of the boy who chalked 
up ‘No Popery”’ and ran away, leaves his initials, M.W.L., upon 
the book, and in this respect we can congratulate the author. 


Messrs. C. H. Faulkner, whose Jewin Street premises have 
succumbed in the great conflagration, have not imitated the 
classical model—impavidum sit ruine. The fiery ordeal has 
accelerated their energy in the distribution of their Christmas and 
New Year cards, which are quite equal to the work of previous 
years. This firm has brought out a new game, christened ‘ Bikee,”’ 
which alone is significant of the prevailing craze, All communica- 
tions should be addressed to 23, Nicholl Square, which has escaped 
destruction in the terrible holocaust. 


An evening entertainment is to be inaugurated in connection 
with King’s College School Old Boys’ Football Match, which will 
be played on Saturday afternoon, 4th proximo. The entertainment 
will take place in the School Gymnasium subsequently, from 6 
to 8 o’clock, and all Old Boys are cordially invited, when they can 
inspect the school’s new premises, now at Wimbledon Common. 
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The Song of the Sultan. 


(The energetic action of Baron Calice has resulted in the sub- 
mission of the Turkish Government to the terms imposed by 
Austria’s ultimatum relating to the Mersina incident. ] 


I’w but a rather faded Power, 

To fourth-rate feebleness come down, 
Tho’ I recall the happy hour 

When princes trembled at my frown. 
My army once was matchless quite, 
3ut now it’s lazy, I'm afraid; 

It says it doesn’t care to fight 

Because its wages are not paid. 


I can’t keep up a decent show 
Unless I have some cash to spend ; 
And all my money seems to go 

In paying tradesmen without end. 
I can’t afford to have a fleet 

On trvo pounds five-and-six a week ; 
So when my enemies I meet 

I'm bound to be polite and meek. 
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Cause and Effect. 


Dogs your little boy still learn to fiddle?” 
“No; I put a stop to it. It made him so bow-legged.” 
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y stopped 
married her.— Daily ‘Paper. | 


A new régt 
Which ren 


Expensive litigation ! 


To try vexatious cases. 


A New Legal Era. 


In an action for breach of promise the other day the plaintiff 
the case by announcing that the defendant had 


We read this case and dreamt we saw 
commencing, 
red void the things of law, 
And stopped all legal fencing ; 
They made with tomes of legal lore 
A mighty conflagration, 
And all resolved to have no more 


The barrister’s career was brief, 

For briefs he had to whistle ; 
The judges trembled like a leaf 

For they, too, feared dismissal ; 
Until the nation’s voice desired 

That they should keep their places, 
Although they would not be required 


Unto the ermined folk who sat 
Close huddled on their benches, 
The people said, ‘‘ We notice that 
Each cheek with terror blenches ; 
Ye think now men with sweet accord 
Have put an end to wrangling, 
That o’er your heads the deadly sword 
Of Damocles is dangling. 


‘Dismiss your fears! Ye shall not fall 
As victims to our passion, 

For at the law-courts men shall call 
Just in the old, old fashion ; | 

And A with jocular intent | 
Shall say that B’s a tricky ’un, 

Observing that he only meant 
It in a sense Pickwickian ! 


** Mock actions men shall bring betimes, 
Heedless to win or lose ’em ; 

Jones charges Smith with horrid crimes, 
Then weeps upon his bosom ! 

O judges! ye shall sit and see, 
Your heads with wonder reeling, 

The nation’s gentle amity, 
Its sweet, harmonious feeling !”’ 














Tho’ I fail with my 





“Non Omnis Moriar.” 


Lire is only a dream that doth vanish apace, 
Or a cloud in the sun, or a hundred-yards’ race, 
Or a blossom that lasts for a day—more or less, 
Or a bed of ephemeral mustard and cress. 

And, alas! I am elderly, troubled by gout, | 
And, I’m bound to confess it, a trifle played out ; 
But I heed not the critics who captiously sneer be 
And declare that my writings are very small beer. | 
They may grin at my pathos, and weep at my wit, 
And yawn over my dramas—lI care not a bit! 
n, non omnis moriar, 
I’ve a title to fame that is loftier far, 

For in ballad and legend I long shall endure 
As the author who boomed a new patent corn-cure. 


The Novelist-Athlete. 


(Mr. Hugo S. Allen, winner of the Thames Hare and Hounds 
Challenge Cup and other races, has been ordered abroad for the 
benefit of his health.—Athletic Record.] 


My wonderful Washington-wallopping way 

Of adhering to truth, whatsoever I say, 

Compels me, my dear Mr. Allen, to own 

That, although as a novel-devourer I’m known, 

I have never yet borrowed from Mudie’s vast store 
Any book which your name on the title-page bore! . . ¢ 
(Grant Allen, Grant Allen, pray banish that frown 
From your classical features !—lie down, sir, lie down! 
It is not to yourself that I make my salaam, 

But to Hugo S. Allen—be calm, sir, be calm !] 

My dear Mr. Allen, I’m tempted to think 

That the novelist’s pen in the novelist’s ink 

You have never yet dipped: Yet, egad, you may claim 
(If you wish to) a world-famous novelist’s fame! 


For, oh, in many a noble “ heat,” 

Where o’er the plain the sprinters’ feet 

As lightly as the gentle beat 
Of drops o’ morning dew go— 

In many a gallant race, you’ve moved 

Your shanks so well, so softly hooved 

The half-touched earth, that you have proved 
Yourself a Victor, Huco! 


My wonderful Washington-worshipping way 

Of adhering to truth leads me further to say 

That, whenever I humbly go down on my knee 

And to Providence offer a suppliant plea, 

It is scarcely ‘‘ the fervent, effectual prayer 

Of a righteous man.”———But I nathless declare, 

O my dear Mr. Allen, that (such as they are) 

My prayers for your welfare shall follow you far ! 

In the prime and the pink of a splendid career, 
You’ve been met by a drawback—a stern and severe. 
With a “ heart-trouble ” creeping upon you by stealth, 
You must sail o’er the ocean in quest of new health : 
And sincerely I trust, though you never touch pen, 
That you'll shine as the same famous novelist then! 


A change of clime can off taboo 

The ills our frames are subject to. 

And much I hope that, when you through 
Fresh woods and pastures new go— 

O, much I hope that timely care, 

And the influence of a balmier air, 

Will prove that o’er the ills you bear 
You’re still a Vicror, Huco! 








The “Head” of the House. 


Man (to Mr. Henpeckt’s domestic).—‘‘Is the head of the house 
in?” 
Domestic.—‘ Yes, in tears; the missus ’as just been givin’ it’ im.” 








Impudence. 


Magistrate (to Prisoner).—‘This isn’t the first time I’ve seen 
you. 

Prisoner (effusively).—‘‘ No, yer worship; an’ I ’ope it won’t be 
the last ; I allus did like yer!” 

















| Delicious and Nutritious. 


BIRD'S 


CUSTARD 


POWDER 


Enhances the acceptability of every 
Sweet Dish or Fruit. 


PAO EGGS! NO TROUBLE! NO RISK! 











ESTABLISHED 1824. ‘ 


Cadburys Needhanr 


cocoa 


“Refreshing and Invigorating to the 
jaded mind and body; delicious to the 
palate; and absolutely unadulterated.” 


—Fanmity DOCTOR 


NO ALKALIES USED London 


Polishing 


and Brilliantly Polishing Brass, Copper, 
Piatinoid, &c. Sold everywhere. 


Sole Manufacturers: 


Office St. George’s House, Eastcheatr EC 








Paste. 


" Dritennia Sietal 


JOSEPH PICKERING & SONS, SHEFFIELD. 
























































